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THE ALDINE. 



WHENCE -WHITHER. 

O, Nature, gracious mother of us all ! 
Within thy breast what myriad secrets lie, 
Which thou dost yield unto the patient eye 

That seeks and waits ! But to the yearning call, 

That hath not ceased from passionate lips to fall 
Reiterate, through the centuries sweeping by, 
Thou hast not once vouchsafed assured reply. 

Nor flashed unwavering radiance, howso small, 

Across these questionings : —WJience do we come? 
We, from the infinite void, to live our day ; - 
And when this wondrous life has passed away. 

Whitherward do we go? To this, the sum 
Of human mysteries, what hast thou to say ? 

Nought : Memnon-like, thy mighty lips are dumb ! 

- Margaret J, Preston. 



THE BIG' HORN, OR ROCKY MOUNTAIN 
SHEEP. 



climbing up the steep hills of parti-colored clay and 
earth, on either side ; making the hunter wild to 
shoot, but not daring to, on account of exposing 
our position to any band of hostile Indians in the 
vicinity, knowing that we were completely at their 
mercy, if discovered : running the gauntlet, as it 
were, through this narrow defile or gorge between 
the mountains — now darting with lightning speed 
down Dophan Rapids or the Dead Man's Rapids, then 
coming up in an eddy, colliding with a rock, or run- 
ning on a sand-bar (where all hands overboard and 
shove off, with the jeers and bantering from the other 
boats all helping to break the monotony of a twenty- 
two days' trip), — down the Missouri to the western 
termii:ius of the North Pacific Railroad, a distance of 
over ^een hundred miles. — W. M. Gary. 



A HOME VENDETTA. 



The scene of this sketch is taken from a«part of the 
Bears'-Tooth ratige, an old landmark used by Indians 
and pioneers, as it can be seen- from all parts of the 
country, and, on a clear day, for a hundred miles 
around from any direction. It is above the entrance 
of the '/Gate of the Mountains," looking down on 
the head-waters of the Missouri, about 3,500 miles 
from its mouth, and 40 or 50 miles this side of the 
** divide." Here its waters are almost of an emerald 
green, continuing this color for over a thousand 
miles down the river, gradually becoming more dis- 
colored, until it reaches the Yellowstone, where it is 
very muddy, thus originating the name, '*Big Mud- 
dy," by the Indians. 

I was stopping at Furgus' Ranch, on the Prickly 
Pear, at the mouth of the canon. Mr. Furgus was 
one of the first settlers of this region, and his son 
acted as my guide to the above-mentioned place. A 
ride of sixteen miles from the ranch took up a great 
part of the day; so that, after laboring up this tremen- 
dous ascent with paint-box and rifle, I had but a few 
hours to make my sketch in oil. HoAvever, I was 
fully repaid for my trouble by the grand scene that 
presented itself in every direction. I sat down to 
paint, while my companion looked around to get a 
shot at some mountain sheep, these animals being 
plentiful in this region. 

In hunting the big-horn, or Rocky Mountain sheep, 
it is customary for the hunter to get above his game ; 
for when the band is startled, they always ascend the 
steep crags and rocks with wonderful speed, seeking 
safety among the topmost peaks of the mountains, — 
disappearing in the very clouds, as it were, or making 
good their escape in a passing snow squall, common 
at any season in these altitudes. Some explorers 
think these animals are only to be found in certain 
latitudes ; but from what I have seen, and can judge 
from reliable authority, they can be found universally 
in great numbers throughout the whole range of the 
Rocky Mountains, and probably in South America. 

When young, this sheep resembles a kid, being of 
a dirty yellowish white^ with large, full brown eye, and 
its hair of very coarse texture, like that of the prong- 
horn, or American antelope. I had a rare oppor- 
tunity of closely examining a tame one at the mining- 
town Helena, Montana. The little creature showed 
the peculiar instinct of its kind, seeking out the high- 
est places. It would walk along the top of a high 
upright plank fence with the greatest of unconcern, 
looking down complacently at a fellow-captive, a 
young lynx chained to a box. 

Later pi the season, the mountain sheep become 
darker in color. Their horns are immense. I once 
found the skull and horns of a buck, the thickness 
through a single horn being eight inches. The skull 
was about fifteen inches in length. The front of the 
fore and hind legs are dark brown, almost black at 
the knees ; behind which, at the back, is a light streak 
running the whole length of the leg. The belly is 
white ; and at the extremity of the back is the inevit 
able dirty white patch which ornaments 'the antelope 
and elk also. 

Coming down the Upper Missouri in a mackinaw, 
I have seen, in the Mauvaises Terres, or ''bad lands," 
bands of forty or fifty mountain sheep, and within 
rifle-shot of them, antelope, elk and herds of buffalo, 



'*Do you believe, Aunt Kitty, that jealousies and 
intense hatreds do exist in real life — anything at all 
like what we read of in tales and novels .? " 

My interlocutor was a brown-eyed maiden about 
seventeen, who had just finished a novel that treated 
at length of some of the stronger passions of the 
human soul than had as yet stirred the surface of her 
happy existence. ''I know," she Continued, ''that I 
hear a great many people often say that truth is 
stranger than fiction; but some things that I have 
read lately seem too improbable. " 

"How shall I answer.?" I thought, for a moment, 
remembering the many strange and wonderful his- 
tories that I had heard, and of which I had known, 
during my busy life. The reply came with the 
thought. "I will tell her a true story, as I heard it 
once from the lips of one who had passed through 
the experience. " 

Telling my companion, who was still waiting my 
reply, to bring her chair close beside me, and busying 
my fingers with a favorite piece of crochet-work, I 
related what is here repeated : 

I suppose you know that some ten years ago, after 
your uncle died, I was obliged, from my straitened 
circumstances, to open a small shop for the sale of all 
kinds of fancy wool-work and fine embroideries. I 
had always been an expert in the art, and succeeded 
beyond my expectations, not only in the sale of my 
own work, but soon had many more orders than I 
could fill. This fact forced me to seek assistance. 
I advertised for help ; but among the many appli- 
cants there were very few who had either the skill or 
taste requisite to fill my orders. 

At last, one very wet, unpleasant day, a pale, gentle 
and sad looking lady came into my little shop. I 
thought, at first, that she had come to leave an order, 
and was a little surprised when she said she would 
like to secure some employment. I was struck from 
the first by her quiet, dignified manner. She was 
apparently about thirty ^five years old ; but sorrow, I 
could see, had left its impress upon her much more 
plainly than age. 

She was very anxious to procure work, and as soon 
as possible. This I was able and pleased to furnish 
het, as I was very much interested in her from the 
first. The piece of embroidery I gave her was very 
fine and rather difficult ; but she returned it exquis- 
itely done. Her visits soon became frequent, as her 
work was in considerable demand. I had known, from 
the first, that she was a lady. Her graceful carriage 
and manner indicated gentle breeding, and her white 
delicate hands told that she had been tenderly reared 
and unused to toil. 

She was a widow ; this she told me after a few visits, 
and her card that she left was engraved with the name 
of "Mrs. Louise Holcroft. " 

One morning, while my assistant was attending to 
some customers and I was explaining the details of 
some fancy work to Mrs. Holcroft, a carriage stopped 
in front of my shop. When I first began in trade 
this would have excited me ; but my little business 
had prospered so that the visits of carriages were now 
of frequent occurrence. In a moment an elegantly 
dressed woman entered. A glance showed me that 



she was very proud and haughty-looking ; and as I 
was busy, I motioned to my clerk to attend to her. 

She wished some work done, if she could be satis- 
fied as to its execution. She was very particular in her 
wishes, and exhibited some that her maid had already 
begun, but that she declared ruined, and desired to 
know if she could be accommodated. She was quite 
as haughty and imperious as her looks denoted, and 
seemed desirous of giving a great many unnecessary 
directions — at least, that was my impression of her. 

Leaving Mrs. Holcroft for a moment, I stepped 
to ascertain her wishes ; and as I had a certain way of 
dealing with that style of customer, she concluded to 
leave the order, and, after a few parting injunctions, 
swept out to her carriage. 

Upon returning to Mrs. Holcroft, I observed that 
she was staring with wide-open eyes and blanched 
cheeks toward the door. A blue line was visible 
around her mouth, and her hands had dropped the 
work she had been holding. I ran for a glass of 
water, for I saw that she was almost fainting. She 
soon recovered, however, and seeing how weak and 
overcome she was (for she still trembled like a leaf), 
I begged her to accompany me to my private apart- 
ments, where she would be free from intrusion. 

"I am so much obliged to you," she began, when 
we were alone ; but she could get no further. A 
shudder crept through her frame, and putting her 
hands before her eyes, as though to hide away some- 
thing, she burst into tears, crying, "Oh, that cruel 
woman ! Edward ! Edward ! " 

I could do nothing but wait until she grew more 
composed. I had had some experience in sorrow*, 
and knew that her woman's heart was bursting be- 
neath some trouble — and that although she spoke of 
getting home, her home, no matter if it was quiet or 
otherwise, was no place for her now ; so after leaving 
orders with my assistant as to business, I donned my 
bonnet and mantle and told Mrs. Holcroft that I was 
going to take her up to the Central Park. My shop 
was on Sixth Avenue, and we could reach the park in 
a few minutes. She yielded t6 me like a child ; and 
at short intervals, as we walked, a shudder would 
creep over her, and the arm that was in mine would 
tremble. 

When we arrived at the park, the cool bracing air 
(it was in October), seemed to restore her self-pos- 
session ; and seating ourselves on one of the rustic 
benches, she told me the sad story of her life. It was 
a glorious autumn day, and the dropping of the 
withered leaves and the quiet hush that pervades all 
nature at that season, seemed in unison with the sad 
tones of her gentle voice. 

" My dear friend — for I feel you are my friend, and 
have been from our first meeting," she said, "that 
woman who came into your little shop this morning 
is Mrs. Irene Powers, fny sister! You are surprised, 
but it is true. You wonder at the difference of our 
lots in life. • She is the only relative I have in the 
world ; and yet she is no more — nay, she is worse to 
me — than a total stranger. Listen, and I will tell 
you all, as I would wish you to understand me, and 
what may have ' seemed strange in my actions and 
demeanor. 

"It is now fifteen years since two orphan girls 
lived in one of the old-fashioned mansions that have 
since then been removed, in the lower part of this 
city. They were sisters, yet very different. The 
eldest, a woman of twenty-three, was a proud, haughty 
creature, possessing extreme beauty, but a very willful 
and selfish nature. The other was a merry, happy girl, 
about eighteen, with a face not so handsome as her 
more stately sister's, but one that won more hearts. 

' ' She was very bright, witty and gay, they said — 
the life of the house — the only merry thing about it ; 
for it was a gloomy old pile, and seemed in strange 
contrast with its occupants, who lived alone, with the 
exception of the servants. I need not tell you that 
the younger of the two was myself, and the other my 
sister Irene. A more faultlessly beautiful creature, to 
my mind, never existed than Irene. She was my idol. 
I worshiped her ; and in return she was more gentle 
and affectionate to me than to others. Her nature 
was hard and difficult, v She loved very few ; though 
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she was much courted, her society sought by the 
highest and most wealthy, and wherever she went she 
reigned a very queen. 

** Possessed, as I have already said, of every personal 
charm, she was cursed by a temper which, when 
aroused, was fearful — a perfect whirlwind of passion 
crushing down every softer feeling in its intensity. 
She tried to be kind to me, but always treated me as 
a child — as one who would never interfere in what- 
ever interested or concerned her; and although a 
woman and not so very much her junior, she always 
introduced me as her * little sister,' and every one 
looked up to her as mistress of the mansion. 

'* I was very observant, and noticed that among the 
many visitors who frequented the house, there was 
one whom Irene seemed always more pleased to see 
than any of the others. Frequently, when gentlemen 
would call whom she did not care to receive, she 
would send me into the parlor to entertain them or 
make excuses for her absence. But when Mr. Hol- 
„croft called, no matter what might be her avocations, 
she would always see him ; and there was a deeper 
light in her eyes, and brighter red on her cheek, when 
his name was announced. He did not call very often, 
but I had heard my sister speak of him as one whose 
acquaintance she valued very highly. 

*' One day, during Irene's absence on a shopping ex- 
pedition, and when I had been left at home with the 
injunction * * not to turn the house upside down, " Mr. 
Holcroft called, and I, in my sister's default, did the 
honors of the house. I had never spoken to him, and 
he had only seen me once or twice, even casually. 
After my introducing myself as Miss Louise, he said : 

'* *0h, you are the little sister Irene often speaks 
about. I had been led to suppose you were almost a 
child.' 

*' 'Well,' I answered in a very grave way (for my 
. sister was quite absurd on this point), * don't you 
think me quite a child V 

''He looked into my eyes, and half laughirig, said : 
' If you are only a bud, you promise to be a very lovely 
blossom, and should not waste your sweetness on the 
desert air — of school-room maps and black-boards.' 

" I laughed heartily. 'Why, did you think I went 
to school } Oh no, I have long since passed school- 
books. Indeed, I think I could conjugate -the verb 
"to love" quite easily.' I was very gay and very im- 
prudent, was I not? Well, we soon were engaged in 
a lively discussion, in the midst of which Irene came 
home. 

"She was very much pleased to see her visitor, and 
invited him to dine ; an invitation which he accepted, 
saying : 

" 'Miss Thorn, I must thank yoii very much for 
being absent this morning, as by that means I have 
had the pleasure of becoming acquainted with your 
charming little sister. ' 

"She smiled and bowed; but I saw a frown pass 
across her face, and expected she would soon request 
me to leave the room. I feigned an excuse and ran 
away, very much interested in my new acquaintance. 

"After that day, Mr. Holcroft called very often, 
and always inquired for me. Irene began to grow 
petulant, and made several remarks in my presence, 
that 'young ladies should be more retiring.' At last 
it became very evident that Mr. Holcroft called to see 
me more particularly than Irene ; and I need not tell 
you that I was very much pleased with his attentions, 
although I scarcely thought what would be the end. 
My sister never mentioned his name to me ; and at 
last she grew so indift'erent to his visits that I thought 
my first surmises of an attachment on her part toward 
him had been entirely wrong. Still I never felt happy 
in his society when she was present; a restraint— a 
check seemed put upon all my thoughts and actions, 
arid sometimes I would observe her watching me with 
such a strange look in her eyes that it frightened me. . 

"Time passed, and Edward— Mr. Holcroft— every 
day grew dearer to me ; and at last his image was so 
closely imprinted on my heart, that I promised to be 
his wife. I had never breathed to Edward that Irene 
was at all displeased at his preference, yet I had not 
dared to break the news to her that we were under an 
engagement of marriage. 



" Aftairs were in this state, when one evening Ed- 
ward informed me that he intended to tell Irene 
of his feelings toward me, and apprise her of his desire 
for a speedy union. I begged that he would not ; I 
would rather do it myself. 

' ' ' Well, ' he said, 'just as you please, little woman ; 
only remember that I am not going to wait much 
longer for my bird. The cage is almost ready. ' 

"I could not account for it, reasotiably, and yet I 
had a strange dread of telling Irene of my coming 
happiness and asking her to share it. At last I sum- 
moned up courage, sought her presence, and after 
telling her the truth in a very nervous manner, begged 
her not to be angry at my keeping the secret from her 
so long. She was sitting in a large chair when I told 
her, and I had dropped upon a stool that was at her 
feet ; and never shall I forget her face as she arose and 
looked down upon me. After staring at me — oh so 
coldly ! — for a moment, she broke forth in a torrent 
of rage and passion. She accused me of robbing her 
of the love of one whom she had madly and passion- 
ately worshiped. 

" 'So you expected to marry Edward Holcroft, did 
you ? ' she fairly hissed through her teeth, her eyes 
flashing with rage — ' you, with your baby face and 
childish ways ! Do you think I will allow yoir to have 
his love with my blessing — sister though you are ? 
Irene Thorn was never thwarted in her life, without 
being revenged ! Remember, if you marry him my 
curse goes with you ! You may win him, but you 
shall not wear him long. No wedding-feast is spread 
in this house, to mock my misery. I tell you, child,' 
and she seized my trembling form, ' the moment you 
marry Edward Holcroft — from that moment I cast 
you off as the merest stranger — worse, as my deadliest 
enemy ! ' And pushing me from her, she rushed from 
the room. 

' ' I was literally stunned by her action and manner. 
I could scarcely realize what had happened. My sister 
to treat me so ! — she whom I ''had loved and respected 
like a mother ! I threw myself upon a lounge, and 
wept in an agony of grief 

' ' My only refuge seemed Edward's love, for I did 
not dream of giving him up. That night, when he 
called, I told him all that had passed, and the next 
night we were privately married. I sent for my clothes 
and valuables, telling Irene what I had done and that 
I would not trouble her again. 

' ' With the exception of the thought that my sister 
hated me (and I felt assured by her silence that what 
she had expressed that night had only grown more 
deep and bitter), we were very happy. My husband 
loved me, his prospects were very hopeful, and life 
seemed opening brightly. The silver lining to my 
cloud seemed incapable of reverse. 

' ' We had been three years married, and I was bles- 
sed with a lovely babe ; and if my sister would only 
have been reconciled to me, my happiness would have 
been complete. About this time I began to notice 
a change in my husband's manner toward me. He 
seemed restless and unhappy. He was also variable 
in his moods — sometimes unusually gay, and then 
moody and taciturn. It fretted and troubled me. He 
had always confided everything to me, and now I felt 
certain that something was wrong with him. I begged 
him to tell me, but he said that nothing had hap- 
pened. Still he did not regain his former cheerful- 
ness of manner. 

"At last the storm burst. He had failed and was 
a ruined man — all (as he believed, but could not 
know) through the villainy of his partner, Richard 
Powers — a man with whom he had gone into busi- 
ness only a few months before, with the brightest ex- 
pectations. 

"How well I remember my agony when the red 
flag — that sign of broken households, was hung out 
from my once happy home ! And as I saw all the 
articles I loved and prized, from the sweet associations 
that had clustered around them, connected as they 
were with all the dearest events of my life, sold under 
the auctioneer's hammer to strangers, — I leaned upon 
my husband's shoulder and sobbed like a child. He 
tried to cheer me, but I could not be comforted. He 
begged me to remember that he and my child were 



still -left to me, and he had his health and all his 
faculties. It might have been worse. 

"After all was over, and we had collected together 
the remnants of our once luxurious home, my hus- 
band sought employment, intending to begin life 
anew. We had many friends, and they procured 
Edward a clerkship, and things began to brighten ! 
Alas ! I thought I had known sorrow, arid that now 
the load would be lifted. Imagine my agony when 
another and more crushing misery fell upon me. My 
husband was slowly growing blind — yes, blind 1 I 
could not believe it, when he told me one morning 
when I asked him to read the newspaper : 

" ' I can not see, Louise ; my sight is leaving me 1 '- 

' ' What had all our trouble been compared to this .? 
Blind— shut out from the blessed sunlight — to grope 
his way in darkness 1 And then what would become 
of us ? We should be beggars ! I sought the best 
advice. They gave me no hope. He would never 
recover. From the moment of hig affliction Edward 
lost all his spirit and energy. He was crushed. Two 
years he remained in this state — we, meanwhile, lit- 
erally existing upon the charity of our friends. I tried 
teaching music, but could not leave my husband long 
enough alone, or get pupils enough to make it an 
object. I was obliged to be constantly with him. I 
supplied his eyes, and he was helpless when I was 
away from him. 

"About this time my sister married my husband's 
late partner, who had resumed business, I made no 
doubt, with the added means of which he had so basely- 
robbed him. That this was a marriage of interest I 
felt certain. He was not the kind of man to excite 
love, and that passion had long ceased to exist in her 
breast. And now my husband's health began to fail, 
from no apparent disease, but the effect of his blind- 
ness preying upon his mind and spirits. His heart 
was broken, and iii a few months he died. I was, at 
last, all alone with my little girl, with grim poverty 
staring me in the face, — not a relative in the world to 
whom I could apply, but my sister, and she, I feared, 
as pitiless as of old. 

" In this extremity of anguish, however, I rushed to 
my old home, hoping that perhaps now, when he 
who had been the* innocent cause of our separation 
was dead, she might relent and take me and my child 
to her heart and home. She treated me with the con- 
tempt and scorn I ought to have expected. 

' ' ' Louise Holcroft, ' she said, ' my curse has been 
fulfilled, and I have lived to see the day I prayed for. 
I will tell you something else. It was at my instiga- 
tion that the man who is now my husband induced 
Edward to enter into partnership with him when he 
was himself on the brink of failure. It was I who 
helped to pull you down. And now starve, beg, do 
what you will ; I give you nothing. You blighted my 
life — robbed me of all that made life worth having — 
and now suffer ! I will never forgive you, and I hate 
you for the happiness you have had ! Leave my 
house ! ' And she rang for a servant to show me the 
door. This may sound like romance, but it is not — 
only one of the sad truths of every-day life ! 

" It is now five years since my husband disd, and I 
have struggled along with my child. With the kind 
assistance of my friends, I have managed to live. My 
misery has become an old story. I have supported 
myself — sometimes in teaching music, sometimes by 
my needle — and I try to feel contented with my lot, 
which has been very hard to bear. Now you know 
my history, and may understand why I fear and dread 
the sister whom I orice loved and trusted. " 

I need not tell you that I was very much affected 
by Mrs. Holcroft's sad recital, and that I took every 
pains in my power to comfort my poor fnend, who 
seemed to have lost much of the native strength 
which she might have possessed, and to be very little 
capable of carrying on the long struggle with poverty 
and suffering which so evidently lay before her. She 
bade me good-bye, that day at the park, promising to 
call on me again in a day or two ; and I went back 
to my shop on Sixth Avenue, full of the story I had 
just heard, and wishing, as deeply as I had ever 
formed a wish in the world, that I had the power to 
correct what seemed to me at once so wrong and so 
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sorrowful. I little thought, then, how soon, without 
my own will or purpose, I was to be made the means 
of carrying out far more than I even desired, in the 
way of changing it ! 

I must hurr}^ rapidly over what follows, though you 
may perhaps think it quite as interesting as anything 
that has preceded. Though I had not been very long 
in business, I had already experienced some of those 
attempts at imposition, on the part of people in com- 
paratively good circumstances, to which a trade like 
mine is always especially subject. Some of the 
amounts out of which attempts had been made to 
wrong me, were too large to allow of my submitting 
to the loss without an effort ; and I had employed on 
several occasions the services of a young lawyer, whose 
name I need not repeat, and who had then attained 
but little business, though he has since arrived at both 
celebrity and fortune. It is principally because he is 
now well known that I do not choose to mention his 
name — merely calling him ''the lawyer'' — because 
the remainder of my story will be quite as intelligible 
without your having any knowledge of the real 
person. 

On the evening following Mrs. Holcroft's confidence 
in the park, the young lawyer called upon me by 
appointment — one of the cases already referred to 
needing his attention. We were, I suppose, upon a 
trifle more intimate footing than the ordinary lawyer 
and client — possibly because ''the ordinary lawyer 
and client" are generally both men. • I was so full of 
the story lately heard that it came into conversation 
before we separated, and I told him the circumstances 
of what 1 considered a case of peculiar hardship. 
Evidently, from what followed, I must have made the 
points in the case pretty clear to the legal comprehen- 
sion. He expressed great interest, but seemed, once 
or twice during the relation, to be a little absorbed — 
as I afterward remembered. 

Though dealing with the doings of a lawyer, I 
know very little of the law myself, and can only tell 



CHICKEN - HEARTED ! — Gustav Sus. 

you in very unintelligible terms what followed and 
what came to my knowledge. Less than a week after 
that evening, Richard Powers, the rich husband of 
the sister of Mrs. Holcroft, and surviving partner of 
the bankrupt firm of Powers & Holcroft, was arrested 
on the criminal charge of having obtained a large 
sum of money under false pretenses, some years 
before, from Edward Holcroft, by inducing that per- 
son to enter into a partnership with him — he know- 
ing at the time that he was himself insolvent, but re- 
presenting his affairs to be in good condition. At the 
same time, what I believe is called a "civil suit" was 
commenced against Powers, for the recovery of the 
money thus criminally taken from his partner. The 
prosecuting lawyer in the case was the young man 
whom I have already mentioned ; and I had not much 
trouble in understanding that the boasts of Irene 
Powers, made to her sister, repeated by the sister to 
me, and by me to the lawyer, had furnished the 
original materials for this double prosecution. 

I can not pretend to say how either of the cases pro- 
ceeded, as Mrs. Holcroft was ver}^ angry with me for 
what she considered a betrayal of her confidence, and 
for a long time held no intercourse with me whatever ; 
and the law}^er, no doubt, preferred that /should be 
the communicative one, while he kept his own coun- 
sel. 

Of course I can not tell you, either, how or from 
whom the necessary evidence was procured ; but no 
doubt the dishonest partner, carrying out the plan 
boasted of by his wife, had left the traces of his 
villainy much plainer than he knew. I know that 
Mrs. Holcroft, though reluctantly consenting to be- 
come a party in the civil suit, was never made a 
witness at either of the trials ; but there seemed to be 
quite sufficient testimony without her, when once 
brought forsvard. Within three months after I first 
heard of the prosecution, a verdict was recovered 
against Richard Powers for something more than 
thirty thousand dollars ; and only a week later, on 



what I suppose was nearly the same testimony, he was 
convicted on the criminal charge, and sentenced to a 
short but sufficiently disgraceful term of confinement 
in the State prison. 

From this point I have very litde knowledge of the 
fate of either of the parties. You can easily under- 
stand that Mrs. Holcroft did not come to me for any 
more work at embroidery, even before the change in 
her circumstances brought about by the successful 
termination of the law-suit. And you can guess, 
better than I can suggest to you, the depth of the fall 
of the merciless woman and cruel sister, disgraced 
and ruined at last by the ver}^ plans arranged to ruin 
another. This was the second part of the vendeiia ; 
and I think I have answered very conclusively your 
question as to there existing, in the real life of to-day, 
instances of hate and revenge quite equaling those 
you read of in works of fiction. — Kitty Wing. 



CHICKEN- HEARTED ./ " 



It needs twice thinking, sometimes, to know the 
derivation of that phrase embodying cowardice, and 
known as "chicken-hearted." For why should the 
heart of a chicken be any less valorous than that of 
any other morsel of creation no larger and no 
stronger.? In truth, it is not; and the phrase comes 
from the comparison of what the little atom is, in the 
way of braver}^, with what it will be when grown to 
the belligerent cock, or the hen famous for fighting 
for her brood. The very young chickens, in the 
present admirable picture by Gustav Slis, the Land- 
seer of the poultry-yard, — have some excuse for their 
trepidation, in the sudden and alarming appearance, 
from the ground, of the long-nosed and broad-clawed 
mole, looking for a dinner in their direction. Let us 
hope that the marauder may fail to get it — that he 
may fall into company with the mother hen, and be 
soundly pecked and thoroughly frightened in the 
nefarious attempt. 



